THE CHILDREN'S  OMNIBUS

where he came so suddenly upon the eldest Master
Johnson, sitting in a puddle on purpose, in his new
nankeen skeleton suit, that the young gentleman
thought Judgment had overtaken him at last, and
abandoned himself to the howlings of despair. His
howls were redoubled when he was clutched from
behind and swung over the Black Captain's shoulder,
but in five minutes his tears were stanched, and he
was playing with the officer's accoutrements. All
of which the Grey Goose saw with her own- eyes,
and heard afterwards that that bad boy had been
whining to go back to the Black Captain ever
since, which showed how hardened he was, and
that nobody but Bonaparte himself could be expected
to do him any good. .

But those were "trying times." It was bad enough
when the pickle of a large and respectable family
cried for the Black Captain; when it came to the little
Miss Jessamine crying for him, one felt that the
sooner the French landed and had done with it the
better.

The big Miss Jessamine's objection to him was that
he was a soldier, and this prejudice was shared by all
the Green. "A soldier," as the speaker from the
town had observed, "is a bloodthirsty, unsettled sort
of a rascal, that the peaceable, home-loving, bread-
winning citizen can never conscientiously look on as a
brother, till he has beat his sword into a ploughshare,
and his spear into a pruning-hook/'
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